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The Tragrdie 

WH! prcnuc as birtcr.blacke ami t.igicall, 

Withdraw thee wretched •JHargret,*! ho corn's h^ere? 
Enter ibt Queer, e amt the Duicb:sofYn>l(e, 

Qtt. Ah my yo ig Prinee^ah my tender babes, 

My vnblownc flower, new appearing fyvccts, 

If yet your gentle foules fliein the awe, 
be not fixt in doom? perpetual!, 

Houer aboue me with your airie wings, 
jiwd heate your mothers lamentations. 

Qtt. Mar. Houerabout her, fay that right fpr right, 

Hath dimd your infant morne,io aged night, 

Qx. Wilt thou O God flie fromluch gentle latnbes, 
^nd throw them in the incrailes of the \Volfe : 

When didft thoufleepe when fucliadeej was done? 
Qu,Mar. When ho!y A/Vydied, and my fweete fon. 
T>ut. B .inde fight, dead life, poore mortall liuingGhoft, 
Woes feeane, worlds flume, graues due by life rfurpt. 
Reft their vnrefton England* lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfull maded'unkc with innocents blood. 

Q/t. O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue, 
ji s thou canft yceld a raelaneholly feat, 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them hccrc : 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I ? 

Hut. So many miferics hauecraz’d my voyce 

That my woe-weried tongue is mute and dumbe, 
Edward plantageoct, why arc thou dead ? 

Qj*,M*r. If ancient forrovv bemoftreuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figoiorie, 

An& let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit focicty. 

Tell oucr your woes again > bv ve wing mine : 

Ihad an Eduard till a Rtchard kild him. 

1 had a Rtchard, till a Richard kill him. 

Thou hadft an Edward, till a Tjchard kild him, 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a %jcbardkM him. . 

D*i. I had a Richard too,md thou didft kill him • 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holptt t0 .^ ! * h, |" V.ij h j. n< 
Qa, M tr. r n u hadft a plannee too, till Rtehtrd ki 

Fto.n forth the kennell of thy wombs hacn crept, 



©/■Richard the Third. 

^kil-hoitnd that doth hunt vs all to death, 

ThitDooec that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 
rhatfoulc defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Tll y wornbe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues, 

0 vprighc, iuft, an.i true dilpoimg God, 

How do I ebanke thee, for thisearnall curie 
preyes onchciffuc of bis mothers body, 

M make hcrpue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut.O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

Cod witncfTe with me 1 haue wept for thee, 

Qu, Mar. Bette with me I am hungry for reuenge, 
e^nd now I doie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edwardhc is dcad,that ftabd my E drvard, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yorig Yorke, he.is butbootc,bccaufe both they 
Match not che high perfection of my Ioffe.. 

TbyC tar excehe is dcad,thatkild my Edward, 

And the beholders of thistragicke play, 

The adulterate Hajhttgs, R tuns, Vaughan, Gray, 

Vntimcly fmothcred in their duskie graues, 

Richard yet liues,helsblacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faCtor to buy foules, 

A \ id fend them thither , but at hand, 
knfues his pitteous, and vnpittied end. 

Earth gapes, hell butnes, fiends roare, Saints prey, 

To haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds oflifedeare God I pray. 

That I may line to fay the Dog is dead. 

Qa.O thou didft ptophefie the time would eom c 
That I fliould with for thee to helpe me curffe 
That boiteldfpider, that foule hunch-backt toad. 

Qy Mar. I call thee then vault flourifb of my fortune, 

1 call thee then poore fhaddow painted Queene, 

The prefentation of but what I was. 

The flattering index of a direful! pageant, 

One heau’d a higbto be hurled downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweci babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert , a breath, a bubble, 
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